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impotence. Strength should be a unit; ing for seven years measured myself T and vanquished it, and risen, to gain 1 every night with a will more determined night before, I have, I think, the righl strong. Thus inconstancy, infidelity ai sibilities for me. Nothing wearies me; nor happiness. My friendship is of ' granites; all will wear-out before the conceived. Madame de Berny is sixty griefs have changed and withered her. has redoubled. I say it without pride, I merit in it. It is my nature; which Goc livious of evil, while ceaselessly in prese: A being who loves me always makes me sentiments are so fruitful; why should ^ of bad ones? God made me to smell t flowers, not the fetor of mud. And wh entangle myself in meannesses? All T toward what is great. I choke in the j the mountains! And then, I have undej We have reached the era of intellig monarchs, brutal forces are passing a^ worlds intellectual, in which Pizarro, Cc must appear. There will be sovereigns of thought. With this ambition no bas ness is possible. Nothing wastes t: things; and so, I need something very mind outside of this circle where I fi. I am vowed to great sentiments, unique, lofty, unalterable, exclusive, and it is an odd contrast with my apparent levity. I assure you it would take at least five or six years to know to what point solitude has made me susceptible, and of how many sacrifices I am capable without ostentation. What of sentiments, feelings, I have made visible in my work is but the faint shadow of the lighto her also, will be finilsive, boyish at times, and too full, certainly, of his debts and his troubles; but with it all is the strong underflow of a
